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§ 1YL OF THE OTHER HALF.

" Mabbo folks has lots o' fun
l;:w|“ it Avenoo,

" Mo long errands 0 bé run

- An' no wearln’ work to do:

| ot Lgueds Lhey souldu pass

nenr the jolly treat

{tu {n summer w'en {+'s hat
o up On s s
Smith who knows a lot
: 3 wot hie oalls *' Upra Bool."™
My His old sccorin squeals

"lm“‘““ iwo,

1 we his our Jiga and roels
'w'mmﬁlﬁmﬂr‘l do.

i Us 'wey up to Perry's creek.

Good time! Why of course! You know
We wus allwus bein’ fed—
mmnmu&mm:nm-
-'-o;umlolklul!_d_.
That's the oountry. But fer us,

,“:nuhmmnmm

* there's lots 0° plaoes wuss
”nn'mua‘ljulldlwul nent,

wre's the same blue sky down hers
mmmnmmﬂ.
An' the ssme moon shines out clear
w'.nmmmunommmu.

Mebhe folks has lots o' fun
. Livin® on Fif* Avenoo,
No long errands to be runm,
An’ no wearin' work te do:
Bu ] guoss thay couldn’ pass,
Nowheres near the jolly treat
Me an' Mamle Riley hes
Livin' down on Cherry street.
“Robert G, Welsh, in Youth's Companion.

A BICYCLE RIDE.

Thrilling Incldent of the Great
- Southweat,

i —

Jack Andrews, or “Andy,” as he was
ore comamonly known among his as-

holntes, was & New York city cyelist
nd sport in the days of the good old

pary, His was a common name
pong the eyeling club men of Goth-

m, and when astrlde bhis fifty-eight-

oh mount he set a hot pace for the
st of Manhattan's fiyers. Jack was
se of those happy-go-lucky sort of
ople, with ty of “stuff”to buy
palarity he been unable to get
by his genial and clever ways.
ndrews, Sr., wasacoounted wealthy
the full meaning of the word ina
st metropolis.  Wall street had
m & veritsble gowld mine for him.
» made his money easily; Jack spent
for hin rapidly.

(But there came an eénd to these

osperous days. A financial crash
ove many of New York's supposedly

thy brokers to the wall, and An-
fws, Sr., was one of them. But, un-
e the great majority, he had had
ough, ' Wall street had no further
iractions for him and, out of what
tle remained of & once great fortnne
bought a small fruit farm in New
gland where he settled down to en-
the remainder of his days smld
quist of rural surroundings, In-

d of again attempting to “buck
tiger” on the New York Stock ex-

§ 0

s failure of Andrews. Sr., was
nbably felt more keonly by his son
k than by the old géentleman him-
f. His hud been u life with the
ys where mondy, and plenty of it,
necessary. The stopping of his
ncely allowance meant the discon-
uance of hix expensive habits. But
w England farm life didn't suit
G, he desired something more ex-
ig, something more after the
hlon of W hot scorch over smoothly
*d boulevards. Before six months
L passed he had left home ties be-
d .I?ld’adﬂﬁud bnt his fa-
: ng & mother's prayers
his lulh;:;nhﬂ:d west. It wasn't
ortune he songht on Arizona's
ins, for Jmm a feal
ng man, snd 't belisve that a
ane was gathered off of every bit
l:ﬂ brush, but a life worth

glimmer of countless twinkling stars,
and nd Jack appeared, their fears for
his safety increased. They talked of
the Apache raid and the tliree eattle-
men who had been so ruthlessly mur-
dered by the Indians bat ten miles
west of them the day before. From
that their conversation drifted to
the death of Harry Williams,
whose horse had fallen with him
durlng & lomely night ride across
the desert, and then of others of
their friends who had metsimilar fates
on Arizona's broad plains. They could
imagine a lone horseman wandering
abont among the sand hills and sage
brush of the desert seeking a lost
trail, or they could imagine a crippled
horse, whose rider, to putit out of its
misery, had had to shoot it. And then
a pleture of the rider, attempting to
make camp across the sun-parched
desert on foot, would pass before their
mental vision. And so the long night
hours wore away, with nothing more
slarming than these reveries to dis-
turb them.

It was not untll an hour after sun-
rise that anything was seen of either
Jack or the Indians, and then both
came together.

Far away to the north a mere black
speck appeared moving over and
around, and in and out among the
hills of sand, gradually growing
larger and larger. (lose behind this
object wasa cloud of dust ontof which
came & band of horsemen.

**‘Apaches!”

The exclamation explained It. Cer-
tainly trained eyes could never mis-
take them even at that great distance.
Clearly the first object was not =
horseman, it was too near the ground
for that; nelther could it be 4 man
afoot for the progress was much more
rapid than conld be made by a man
running. The distance between the
two objects did not materially lessen.
The latter were undoubtedly Indians,
but whether the former was Jack or
not, they could not make out. If it
was, he was most certainly riding a
strange mount instead of his Bass, the
swiftest and pluckiest little horse in
the carrol.

Nearer and nearer they came.
There was evidently trouble ahead for
them all. The men at the camp were
prepared to sell their lives dearly if
escape was impossible,

But ald was nearer than they
thought., In the ravine, a half mile to
the west, a troop of blue-conted cavalry
was forming.

“Forward — guide center — march!”
The captain’s volce rang out as clear
s if ordering his men to a dress
parade instead of an encounter with
the terrors of the southwestern plains.

“tiallop—March! Charge!”

The line of hardy troopers with
raised sabers came down at right an-
gles upon the path of the Indians and
their intended vietim. '

The red devils saw the trap they
had fallen into and, with half a dozen
parting shots, they wheeled their po-
nies and started for the north sgain.
But it was too late for the pers
were onto them, and the few who es-
caped in safety to the reservation had
lewrned a lesson they did not soon for-
get.

As for Jack—for it was Jack,
mounted on a pneumatic-tired safety—
as soon a8 he saw that help had ar-
rived; that his long race was over, and
that he had won, rolled over, entirely
exhausted, onto the ground.

We will take Juck’s story of his trip,
as related to the boys, uiter he had re-
vived that morning, as an explanation
of his strange experience.

“*I supposs youre looking at that
affair 1 rode in on, and wondering
what sort of a thing it is, where I
gathered it in, and whether it would
be any good as a cow pony ormot”
said Jack, by way of introduction to
his story.

“Well, boys, it's quite an experience,
and, Aikins, if you will kindly favor
me with a bracer from that flask of
yours to wash down a bit of this Ari-
zona sand, which that devilish thing
has lodged in my throat, I will relate
it. By the way, you might dish up a
goodly supply of the most wholesome
food you have, as | have been living
principally on hope for the past few
hours.

“Now I'm ready. Are yon? If so,
here goes. As a beginner, 1 will com-
menge back a few years. In this end
of the world 1 am known as Jack An-
dréws, & poor deril of & cow puncher,
with about money enough each mooth
to me throngh one night at po-
ker, if I don't play too much loser
from the start, and to buy an oecs-
sional drink for myself and frienda
By the way, Atikins, soother drink
from that flask of yours wouldn't be
bad. Thanks.

“But, boys, like yourselves, I wasn't
slways & cow puncher. Once upon s
time I wore dude clothes in New York
city., and, while I didn't ride a thing
{:t like that, I rode something simi-

, and which snswered the same pur-

one that traveled slong behind. In
those days the governor was a broker
on Wall street, with money enough
to buy hal? of this blasted territory.
Coin was rolling into his office vaults
hand-over-fist, and I rolled it out
again at about the same pace, until
along in 1877, when it became so
scarce that she governor had to shut
up shop and go to farming for a liv-
ing, It was scon after that that [
drifted out west and learned to ride
cow ponies in place of bicycles, an|
occupation I have found it convenient
to follow for about fourteen years
now.

“When I started for the Gap day be-
fore yesterday 1 rode what 1 thought
was the best little bronecho mare in
the, west, and I guess you will come
mighty near agreeing with me. Bess
and [ covered the forty miles between
here and the Gap the first day, taking
it easy like so0 she'd be fresh on the
return trip.

“The traln from the east wasn't dune
until the next morning, [ put Bess in
the stable, then went over to John-
son's and bought the customary stacks
of blues and whites. By two o'clock
I had just about enough left to pay
for refilling the pint flask I carried, so
I quit the crowd and turned in for
what was left of the night. The train
was some three hours late the next
morning and didn't reach the gap un-
til after eleven. It was an hour later
before | was ready to leave, and on
account of it being so late, had I not
known that some of the men were
anxious for their money, I would have
stayed over a day. Then, too, I had
heard same rumors of an Indian raid
and, if possible, wanted to get back
to the ranch before they got this far
south. It is needless to say that I
sucoeaded only by a very close mar-
gin.

*'Several thinga hindered our rapid
progress, and six o'clock last evening
found us only fifteen miles from the
Gap, and twenty-five from the ranch.
I hadn't seen a sign of a redskin at
that time and was beginning to feel
easier on that point,

“We hadn’t gone two miles more
when poor Bess stumbled, and [ heard
something break as she went down on
her knees never again to getup. A
leg was broken, and I emptied two
barrels of my gun into her foreheud to
put her out of her misery. 1 tell you,
boys, nothing ever hurt me as mnch as
that did. Bess and I had been com-
panions for years. She had earried me
through many a tight place, and had
more than once saved my life by out-
running the blood-thirsty Apaches, or
a herd of stampeding steers. It sounds
sort of weak like to say it, I suppose,
but there in the gathering twilight,
with no friends nearer than the Gap
or the camp here, and with probably a
dozen or more foes following my trail,
I1sat down beside the dead body of
Bess and shed the first tears I hud
known since 1 was a boy.

“Hut erying over dead horseflesh
wonldn't get me out of the hole I was
in. All these little occurrences had
taken time, and it was guite dark
before I again thought of starting for
ecamp. There was nothing to do but
foot it, and the sooner I started, the
sooner 1 wonld get through.

“l hadn't been tramping fifteen
minutes, when | struck an Indian trail
running east. You can probably im-
agine better than [ can tell you, how I
felt. Alone and afoot, twenty miles
from the nearest friends and hostile
Apaches no telling how near. You
would suppose 1 would naturally work
away from the Indians instead of to-
ward them, but | didn't, Some uncon-
trollable impulse made me follow
them. The trail was fresh, and [ knew
not how soon [ might strike their
camp and fall into their hands, yet I
couldn’t turn back,

“I had truveled about three or four
miles when | found that machine. The
Apache's gun and knife had done its
work, for beside the machine lay the
scalpless corpse of a oyelist. Probably
a tourist seeking both health and
pleasure by a trip through the west on
kis wheel. There were evidently twoy
of them, for a short distance away
was another wheel track running east
und west, but I didn’t follow it. The
minute that I found the dead traveler
the spell that had drawn me toward
him seewed broken, and [ wanted to
travel in the opposite direction as fast
as [ conld.

*“The bicyele offered the opporiunity
for more rapid tgaveling, if 1 could
ride it, and I believed I could. It took
me some time to get the hang of the
thing, but after many falls and more
bruises and seratches | sncoeeded.

“It isn't necessary to tell all of the
little incidents of last night's ride.
When morning came, and | could tell
where 1 was, 1 found that, with all my
traveling, 1 was still some eight miles
from the ranch. 1 also found that the
Apaches had struck the trail of the
wheel, and having followed one the
day before, were not as much mystified
by it as 1 could have wished.

“] was, | should jadge, about three
or four miles ahead of them, but 1
knew that unlesa I could strike

:

Not & pound of strength that I could
command but what was thrown Into
the pedals of the machine. Memories
of happy days long past were revived,
and I could feel the old blood coursing
through my veins, the first time for
many years. For the time I seemed to
forget that my pursuers were Indians
seeking my sealp; it seemed more like
a hot spurt with the boys &t home,
with myself as pacemaker. Not till [
heard the clash of sabers and the
shouts of the men in B troop—God
bless them—did I seem to fully realize
what the stakes in that race had been.
You know the rest better than I do.
“Now, boys, let us drink to the
health of that other cyclist whose
trail I struck. I trust that he may
have escaped ns easily as I did, and
may 8 kind Providence overloock any
little irregularities in the life of the
one whose body lies molding under
the rays of an Arizona sun this morn-
ing.

“Hoys, I'm going to leave you. I'm
going to draw the few hundred dollars
the company is owing me and go back
to civilization and see my mother and
the governor. And once there I'm go-
ing to own the best wheel that money
can buy. Nothing else can replace
little Bess."

All this happened two years ago.
Jack Andrews kept his word and re-
turned to his eastern home. To-day
he is plaging a larger game than poker
at his father's old stand on Wall street.
Fortune is smiling upon him in his
ventures, but he has never yet for-
saken his pneumsntic safety for a
horse.—Wright A. Patterson, in L. A.
W. Bulletin.

A LESSON TO TIMID LOVERS.

If You Would Win a Woman Propose
While Dancing with Her.

A eertuin ball-room belle tells how
she received an offer of marriage
during the dance:

My last proposal, she says, was from
a man ata ball. On his dress coat, as
he claimed me for s waltz, was a long
white thread. 1 smlilingly ealled his
attention to itand took itoff. My sister
saw me, and, knowing things were in
that interesting oondition when a
word would precipitate matters,
thought to tease me by saying:

*“*Who is it that says If a woman will
take the trouble to pick a thread
from a man's coat that man may have
her for asking?' She laughed glee-
fully at our discomfiture and floated
away.

The first time we stopped to prom-
enade my partner glanced down at me,
and there, caught in the Howers of my
gown was this same long thread. He
bent down to take It off just as we
came to & clearing among the dancers.

“What are you dolng?" 1 said.

“I'm picking a thread off your
coat,” he repeated, stepping in front
of me. *“Will you?" 1 thought he
meant would I go on with the waltz. I
laid my hand in his and we glided into
our places.

“Did you understand?’ he whis-
pered.

Now, it was bad enough to have to
refuse s man on the sofa, but to have
to do it when you are in his very
arms; when, while he tells you over
and over that he loves you, he can em-
phasize with a hand pressure without
reproof; when every secomd you are
being drawn closer and eloser, until
the wretched truth dawns upon yon
that the music and the dance are sec-
ondary things, and that In reality you
are being hugged, actually hugged by
& man you are not going to marry—
you must resist the impulse to put
both hands against him and push with
all your might. You simply get tired
suddenly and are taken to your chap-
eron, where at least you ean refuse
him properly.—Sheflield Telegraph,

One of the Proprie! las.

A policeman, still in nniform, on his
way home, stood a moment at the cor-
ner of a couple of residence streets,
and as he started on a very handsome-
ly dressed little girl came np and
stopped while a carriage passed.

“How d'y' do, little girl?" said the
officer, in a fatherly tone, for he had
some little girls of his own.

The little miss looked at him as-
kance.

“Do you want to get across the
street?” he said again, attributing her
silence to the natural shyness of a
child,

She merely looked at him and made
no reply.

“Come,” he said, in his kindliest
way. “I'm going across, aud I'll escort
youover."

This time she stepped back, haugh-
tily.

“Exeuse me,” she replied, “I can
take care of myself. My mamma told
me it waan't proper for a lady to be
seen on the street with a gentleman
she had not been introduced to," and
she skipped across, leaving the officer
leaning up against the lamp post try-
ing to get over the shook.—Detroit
Free Press

SCOTCH CHARACTER.

Bome Delightful Oddities Polnted Out by
an Excellent Aauthority.

Some delightful oddities of Scotch
character are given in Mr. Wilmot Har-
rison's new book,

Prof Adam Ferguson, the author of
“Romun History.” at whose house
Burns and Scott met for the first and
only time. eschewed wine und animal
food, “‘but huge muasses of milk and
vegetables disappeared before him. In
addition, his temperature was regulat-
ed by Fahrenheit, and often, when sit-
ting quite comfortably, he wonld start
up and put his wife and davghters in
commotion because his eye had fallen
on the instrument. and he was a degree
too hot or too ¢old.”  Yet, at the age of
seventy-two, he started for laly with
but a single companion to prepare fora
new edition of his “Roman History:”

nor did he die until he had attained the
age of ninety-two.
Another “character” is Dr. Alex.

Adam, rector of the high sechool, and
author of & work on Roman antigui-
ties, and a man of extraordinary indus-
try. When at college he lived on oat-
menl and small beans, with an oceasion-
al penny loaf, in a lodging which cost
him four pence a week. Inlater life he
devoted himself absolutely to the work
of teaching, In addition to his classes
in the high school he appears to have
had for his private pupils some of the
most eminent Scotechmen of his day.
Rev, Sir Henry Wellwood Monereiff,
a member of a Neottish family distin-
guished during several generations in
connection both with chureh and state,
appears to have given wonderful Sun-
day suppers. “‘This most admirable
and somewhat old-fashioned gentleman
was one of those who always dined be-
tween sermons, probably withont touch-
ing wine. He then walked back from
his small house in the east end of
Queen street to the chureh, with his
bands, his little cocked hat, his tall
cane and his cardinal air, preached, if
it was his turn. a sensible. practical
sermon: walked home in the same
style, took tea about five. spent some
hours in his study; at nine had family
prayers, at which he was delighted to
see the friends of his sans, after which
the whole party sut down to roasted
hares, goblets of wine and his powerful
talk.”"—Secottish American.

HER DRESS POCKET.

The Man Was Driven Insune by His Ins-
bility to Find It.

The man's wife had asked him to go
upstairs and look in the pocket of her
dress for a key she thought was there,
and being a man willing to accommo-
date, he had done so. It wasa long
time until he returned, and when he
did there was a peculiar look in his

eyes, -

“1 ean't find any key in the dress of
your pocket,” he said, with a painfal
effort.

“Why." she retorted shurply, “I left
it there.”

“I say I can't find any dress in the

pocket of your key,"” he said, doggedly.
His tone seemedd to distorb her.
“You didn’t half look for it,” she in-
sisted.

“I tell you 1 can’t find uny pocket in
the key of vour dress.” he replied, in s
dazed kind of way.

This time she looked at him,

“What's the matter with you?” she
nskeld, nervously.

“I say." he said, speaking with much
effort, “that 1 can’t find any dress in
the key of your pocket.™

She got up and went over to him.

“Oh, William." she groaned, “have
you been drinking?”

He looked at her leerily.

“I tell you [ can't find any pocket in
the dress of vour key."” he whispered.

She began to shake him.

“What's the matter? What's the mat-
ter?" she asked in alarm.

The shaking seemed to do him good,
and he rubbed his eyes as if he were
regaining conscionsness.

“Wait a minute,” he said slowly, in-
deed. “Wait o minute. | can't find
any dress in—no; I can't find any key
in the dress of—no. that's not it: any—
anv—any pocket. There, that's it!"
and a flood of light came into his face
“Confound it! 1 couldnt find any
pocket.”

Then he sat down and laughed hys
terically, and his wife, wondering why
in the name of goodness men raised
such a row over finding the pocket in a
woman's dress, went up-stairs and came
back with the key intwo minutes.—
Detroit Free Press.

Translating the Perfect Tense.

It was in a Latin class, and a dull
boy was wrestling with the sentence,
“Rex fugit,” which. with a painfal
slowness of emphasis, he had rendered,
“The king flees.”

*Rut in what other tense can the verb
“ugit’ be found?’ asked the tescher.

A long seratching of the head and a
final answer of “‘perfect,” owing to a
whispered prompting.

“And how would you transiate it,
then ™

“Dunno.”

“Why, puts ‘has’ in it.”

Again the tardy emphasis drawled
out: “The king has feas."—Water
bury American.

Not Always & Negative.
MeCloskey—Now 1 thirty. I would
get married if lml?ptn‘ade some
woman to have me.
Lench—Deo they all say “No,” then?
MeCloskey—Certainly mot. Only
& week ago | asked & it she woy
—N. ¥,

2

-

i




